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BYNOPSIS.

Richard Lightnut, un American with an
afrected Wugilnh nueont, e alven n prom-
#ot from & friend tn Chine  The ;nrus- nt
ﬁmvn to be a pair of prjaman fsttar

Ints of wurprises to the wenrer.

CHAPTER li—(Continued).

And he did, and seemed to hit the
thing squuroly.

I knelt on the chalr and coraned
over, while Jeukina still held the stick
tghtly at the pelnt wlhoere the thing
bad struck,

“Get him?" 1 querled. "Where I

nr
“That'n 1t, sir,” snld Jonkins In An
odd volce. "It min't here.”

“Why, dash it, 1 suw you strike the
beant, right where you'ro Lolding that
club."

“Mr. Lightnut, sir"—Jenklus spoke
® little buskily and glanced wround at
me queerly—"will you look under tha
end of this stick and sea If you see
what I sea?"

I cllmbed down and examined cau-
toualy,

"Why, by Jove, it's the little spk
der!” I exclalmed, sarprised.

“Exactly, sir; what's left."
took a deep breath,

“Thank you, wir 4Usn great rollaf,”
he sighed,

“Eny"

“l mean, sir, I'm glad I ain't the
only one who thought he saw that
otber, IUs molie comfort.”

Jenkine spoke gloomily,

"Thought you saw?" | repeated,

But Jenking only shook kis hemd na
he r thered up the remailns of the
spldes aod conslgned them to & cus
pldor,

“You mean—any, what the devil do
you mean?’ I asked sharply.

Jonkina stralghtened with &ir re-
spectful but solemn,

"Mr, Lightriut, slr,”" he begian grave-
ly, “there's a party lectures on the
streel corner every night at nine on
the fearful consequences of the drink
hablt, and passes around blank
pledges to beo slgued. I'm golng to
get one first chance; and I you will
accept It sir—meuning no offense—I1
would be proud to get you one, top.”

I stared at him aghast.

“Ob, | say, now.” | murmured faint-
iy, “you don't think it was thst, do
yout"

Jenking' face wan eloquent enough.

"I'm through, sir,” he suld sadly.
“When I comes to seelug things ke
that—" He Hfted his eyes. “No more
for ma, sir; my bellef Ly, It's 0 warn.

Jenking

Ing—yea, alr, that's whit, & wirt.
ng.~

1 rollapsed into a chalr

"By Jove, Jenkina!™ | said, trying

W g0 & feable amlle. “l never felt so
fit for a corking stiff highball in my
Ite—nevor!”
I took m screw on
stadied Lim curlously.
“And | say, you know
osa yoursalf!™ I ndded.

CHAFTER
| Don the Pajamas.

“By Jove, Jenkins, they it
dream!”

1 twisted bhefore the glaes and sur-
yeyed the pujames with much aatis-
faction. They looked jolly right from
every polnt. Moreover, with ull thalr
enny loosenest, there Whn not an inch
too much. They bad & comfortable,
personal feel

“Lucky thing they
orfginally for some whale
Hillingp—oh. JenkinsT" |
muningly

Behind his band Jenkine Indulged In
whist Iy vulgarly Known s & snlchor

my glhsit and

—better take

ks »

wiran{t moade
lika Juck

“Mr, Blilloge, air, bhe touldn't got
one shoulder o ‘em, muech lodss 04—
b'h—leg.” he chuckied “They'd be

o ribhons, sir!™

I yanwned sleeplly, and Jenkins in-
stantly sobered to attendon, He beld
hls fluger over the light ewitcl as 4
punched a plllow and roled over on
the matiress

“All right,”
thing nut"”
ness fell aboul

“Good night,
voloe sofuly

“Night."
was off

HSometime, bours later, | awoke, and
with a devillah yeurping for a amokae.
It often takén ma that way 1o the
night.

| eimbed out in the biackooss wod
found my way Into the otber room. |
remembered exnctiy where | had drop.

I sndd: “push the fally
And with » click dark-
nie
wir,”

came  Jenking'

I wmurmured faintly, and I

ped my olgareite case when we were ) Lhe streel”

mm.mammmmm
and 1 found It without dificulty,

in the nct of stooping for it, my
hand clutched the sdge of the table
and I feit a spol ylald under tho
pressure of my thumb. It was the
button controlling the baell to Jen-
king' room.

“Luchky thing he siseps like a joliy
porpolse,” 1 refected.

I pushed a wicker arm-chalr into
the moonlight and bLreege by & win-
dow, nnd pulling a finme to a cigaretta,
leanod back, feeling jolly comly. For
the Dreeoze was ripping and delicioun,
and the deilcate sllk of the pajamas
flowead In little waveiets all the way
from my heels to my neck.

I was just about dropplng off, when
I heard some one hurrylng along the
private hall lending from the baock.
Jenking himsell popped Into the rooin.

“Did you ring, uir?™ he inquired,
and adyanced quickly,

And then, before I could think about
it to reply, he halted suddenly, almost
pilehing forward. Then, with a kind
of wheexy howl, e sprang to the wall,
Noxt Instant, 1 was blinking under the
dazzling electrolier,

“Here, | say! Shut off that light!™
I remonstrated, hall blinded.

I heard n wwift rush acroms the
Fugs, and the next thing I knew I was
roughly jerked from out my chalr;
wirong fingers clutchied my throat, and
I tound mysel! glaring into s fright-
ened but resolute face,

“Jon-Jenkins!" [ tried to guap, but
only a gurgle came,

T wnn mo taken unawares, 1 knew It
must be some dashed dream. Per-
haps another minute, nnd | would
wike up. But he gripped me tighter
and shook te ke a rag.

“Say, who are you?' he
“"Hew d1d you get In here?”

And then, of course, | knew that he
wan crazy. Whether he was orazy
In a dream or crugy with me awnke, 1
douldn’t guess, It made very little
difference, anyhow, for 1 know that in
Another minute I ahould be either
droam dend or renl dead; and dash
me If [ could see any odde worth toss-
Ing for lo either, you know.

But 1 don't belong to the athietia
club quite for nothing, and have man-
uged to plek up s few tricks, you
know, So with the decislon to chuck
the dream theory, | sbot my leg for-
wird with o mix-up and twist that
mnde Jenkios loosen his clutch and
Etagger backward.

“What's the matter with youl” 1
gasped, advancing toward him, “Are
you trying to murder me? Hut 1
wns ®0 hoarse, the only word that
came out plainly was *murder.”

Jenking uttered o bhowl. "Help, Mr,
Lightnut! Murder!"

“You old fool!l™ | erled, exasperated.

hissad.

colnmoented i

“Come here!”

He was cotilng. He selzed s Hght
chair and swung it behind his bead.
Then he rushed me with a abhout.

“Oh, Mr. Lightout!™

“Gone clear off his nut!" was my
thought. As he swung the chair, [
ducked low, and man and chalr went
cranhing to the floor. But he was up
agudn in n JIfy and dancing st me,

“Mr. Lightnut, silr, why don't you
help me?”

“Help you—you jolly fdlott" 1| mut-
tered Indignantly. Then my volte
ralsed: “I've n mind to kill you!"

Witk a yell, he made 8 kangarco
Jump and swung st moe agaln,

“He says bo's golng to kill me, Mr,
Lightnut!" he panted as | dodged
ngain, “Help me—wake up, sir!"

Wake up? Wnake up,. Indeed, when
I hnd never been mo devillah wide
awnke In all my [fe! 1 was sure
now mbout that. 1 moved toward him
cautiously

"Stop your row!™ [ crled angrily;
“vou'll have somebody in Think 1
want the polles up here?”

With a glare at me, Jenkins darted
paét me to the bedroom | had jJust
1ot Its light sawitch ollcked, and
then back through the brightened
doorway he sprang and dasbed for a

will eablnet at the slde, He bLegan
tugeing st Its Uttle drawer. And sud-
denly | remembered the revolver

there, an old forty-ive from n friand

in Denver—and londed!

My wpring to lotercept him was
quick, but not gulok enough! Half-
way to htm I pulled up under the

compelling argument of the long blue
barre]l polmted at my bhead,

“Hare! Look out, you fool—it's
londed!" I warned, backing away to
the window

Jenkins advanced. “"What bhave you
done with him?" he panted hoarssly,
“Where 18 ha?”

“Whero's who? | asked savagely,
tor 1 was getting devillsh tired of it
nll ut far the publicity, | sbhouild
have yellod from the window.

“Where's Mr Lightnut™ he de
manded

YO, he's all right.” 1 deilded to
pdopt that soothilng tone that | Lad
read somewhers was the proper caper
with lunstics

“Whare!™ Jenkine ipsisted, pushing
nuearer

And dasbed If 1 knew whst to an-
wwer; ftar, i 1 mude a militake, it
miight be nerboun, by Jove! Perhaps
ottio joodlar reply would be safest—
milght divert his attention, you koow.

The open window gave me an idea

“Why, do you know,” | maild ploas
antly, “I just chucked bim down loto

—

It sounded !Ih A eanmon erncker,
that gun! The shower of eplintersd
glann from the ploturo bLelwoanl the
windows barely missod me it |
never wialted a mecond—for this (nat
devillah straw was too much, don't
you know, and something nad to be
done. | lenped for thoe weapon as it
struck the bardwood floor botwaeen un,
jerked from Jenking' hand by the une
familiar upward kck. Another ine
stant and 1 was poking the muemie
into his slde

“T've just had enough of this, you
fool!™ | orled Impatiently "Here,
take & good look at me!"” [ pusted my
fnee olover, “Look nt me, I tell yon!"

By Jove, he ghuddered! Hiy eyos,
wide distended with tervor, rolled to
the celling.

“T ¢an't”™ he whigpered; I Just
cant—anything but that! Only, please
—pleans don't kill me, too"

“Kill you™ | sald, frowning stermnly
ns beo gave a furtlve glance. 1 cer-
tainly will, If you don't take & good
look at me!™

He gave a sort of despalring sigh
aod olosed hin oyea &0 tightly the
Inshan disappeared. “All right, then,”
be sald sullenly; “you may kil mei”

The way with those lunatics, |
thought. Next thing, he would be
begging and Insisting that 1 kill him.
I motioned to the door of my guest-
room and gave him a push

“In thers,"” I snld, "and keep
feotly qulet.”

And as he ahot inside, | closeéd the
door and locked it. 1 just had to take
the chance of his hurtlng himself
agrinst the walls and furniture; 1
dldn't belleve he war 20 crazy bhe
would undertnke the six-story leap to
the ground. Listenlng, 1 Leard some-
thing Uke a sob. Then I caught my
name.

“Poor Mr. Lightnut,"” eume choking-
Iy; "“the kindest. gentlest master!™
And then more sobs nnd gulps

By Jove, under bis insane delusion,
thé poor beggar wns grieving for me;
not thinking of himself at ali, you
know. 1 felt my eyes grow n bit
molst, somehow, and all at once my
beart went heavy, Thought how long
poor old Jenkins bad been with me—
evor since [ was out of college, you
know—flve years—and remembered
how deviliab falthful and attached hoe
had alwayn been. FPoor old Jenks! It
winr awfol his golng off this way! |
recalled how he had taken to seelng
things, earller In the evening, and had
mnado me see them, too, dash it! One
thing I determined. whatever had to
be done with him, he sbould have the
finest of attentlon.

I knew that [ ought to telephone to
somobody or something, but dashed 1t
I had nny Mea who or where. Oddly
enough, not a eoul ssomed to have
been roused by the pistal ghot, but I
eaw by the little clock that it wos
close to thres—the hour In & bachelor
apartment house when everyvbody is
raleap, If they're golng to sleep at all,

I declded that the best thing to do
first was Lo get Into some clothes, And
with this thought ] was turning naway,
when it occturred to me to make an
effort to see If poor Jenkins seemed
more rational now or had gone to
nleep

I tapped upon the door.
aaleep ™™ 1 asked softly.

A howl of positive terror
baclk.

“I'm a-kesping quiet.,” be carled.

per-

“Are You
came

“but

don’t let me hear your volce ngain,
or I'll jump right ont of the window.”

I shook my heaqd sadly and tiptoed
into my room, where [ slipped hur-

nnd into

rledly out of the pajazo:

He Sprang te the Wall,

some clothes; then bhack 1 went to
the telephone. It waa on my litue
writing-desk close to the door conlin-
ing Jenkins,

I lifted the recalver with o #igh

“Hello, contrnl,” I began, respond:
ing to the operator. “1 say, will you
give me ‘information?™ ™

A loud shout suddenly spunded [rom
bebind the closed door, and thore
came & fraptle doublepounding of
flatn,

“Ar Lightsut—Mr
sereamed Jenking “Qh, Mr Light-
nut, you're back—you'te alive—| can
hedr your volee! This (s Jenkins, AMr,
Lightnut: yes, sir, Jenking, They've
got we looked In1™

1 clapped the recedvor on the hook

Lightnut!™

and sprang to the door, usloctking it

| mnny

By Jove, for n second I hung in the
wiud, b (etuil 20 ey BRI ar luRst,
1t seamed o0 Ju at first I'e Tel

threw hi y Aoyt my neck
il and erlad,

Jenkins pimos! tumbled Ints my arme
law

dash

nod inughod—Inus
It==and junt wringing my hands ond
mrrying on Ob. awful! Aad even
when 1 got bim into 8 chalr, he JUst
ant thore Inughing and erying ilke n|
jolly oid siily, patting my hand, ¥ou
know, and wiping bis eyes, what time
thay woere not devouring me

“Han ho golp, wir?” ho gasped bhus |
Kily. "“Did he Jumip from Qhe win-
dow?™ Put 1 waved all gyuestionus
aslde

‘After you've had some sleap,” 1 I

siated.  “Then I tell you the whole
jolly wtory.” And | just got him Lo
his room myself, derplite hls distress |

and protests over my atteution

*Thiunk you, sir, and good
he midd ns 1 Jeft him., And
mured placldly, *1 guoss we're
right now™

But | was not mo mure fE to him,
whon I viewed the broken clhnle and
geattered [ragments of glats—ominoun
remindern of the scene thrpough which |
I had paszed. And so, though 1 threw |
the pistol on top of a hookease, |
spent the rest of the night upon the
goft cushions of my big divan.

night™
he mure
all

CHAPTER 1IV. |
Jenkinn Declares for the Water
Wagon.
this savage- looking Chinnman
piw, Jenkins—how woas he
1 adopted a oareless tone

"But
that you
dresned 7"
of lngulry

It was high noon, and I was toying |
with an after luncheon, or rather after |
breakinst, clgar,

Jenking' hesd shook dublousty. I |
Just remember something blacklsh,
My, sir, T didn't have time to notice
nothing ke clothes!"™

His tone conveyed nggrieved pro-
test. He weobt on:

“Just ns I'm teliog vou, sir, [ saw
somoe one sitting there by the window
und wnlked townrd him, thinking it |
was you. Then, all of a sudden, | san
his nwiul face s-scowling at mo there
In the monnlight*

"“And he was smoling, you say?"

Jonklns aniffad indignantly.  “Frea [
and easy ns m lord, sir! He held a
long stick to his ugly mouth, and
anioke was curling out ¢f & Uttle bowl
neir the end.”

“0Oh, oplum plpe, eh?”

“Likely, eir,” agreed Jenkins; “but
1 never saw ona."
{TO BE CONTINUED)
DOUBLE REPORTS IN FIRING

Curious Effect Produced by  Use of
Maxim Sllencer Durlng Target

Practice.

Taking as By text the double report |
pnoted durlog the firing on the battle |
nhip North Carolina during the recent

aerlal turget practice, Hiram Percy
Maxim writes: “Our experimeuts |
with the Maxim sllenoer have devel- |
oped many other Interesting cases.
For example: If s rifis equipped |
with a sllencer s fired down n rall
rond trock baviog telegraph  poles
wlong the side there in a distinet
‘erack’ heard for ench telograph pole,

If the rifle 1s fired from an open fleld
with & tree or & clump of bushes at,
say, 800 yards, there 1a heard o "erack’ |
from this clump of trees, If there are
soveral detached clumps of trees (ir1
bushes over the open feld, there will
be heard a ‘erack’ for epch of them. |
if, instead of firiog parallel with the
ground, the gun Is elevated and fired |
strafght up in the wir, we hear no

nolae at all, exeept the fall of the ham-
mer and the ‘pufl® of the guses escap-
g from the sllencor

“The reason for this la probably as
fallows In the ordinary gun the re-
port nolre 18 g0 loud that 1t engulfs all
other sounds, and we are conncloua of |
nothiong but report nolae tself, It Is |
not until thia report nolso s anoulled
that wo can hear the ‘bullet fight
nolae. This latter noise, being made
out in the alr boyond the gunm, ul.u.ll
come buok to the shooler only LY re- |
flection

*“If there 1s ane obleect,
reflection and one nolne,

We gol aus
If thore are
separate objeatn, we get many
doeparate reflactions and Bepurale
nolses. 1f there are no reflecting obw

up loto the air, then
flected woolue”

Wi gel uo re

Smoking to Be Stopped.

Siatistics gathernd through lavestl
gation by the awothoritlen of New York
ity show that 325456 firea in 1510 and
2,352 tn 1011 were caused by tho care-
lessuess of amokers, mostly In ploces
of Industrr Fire Comminsionar John.
son, who kaa been studying the laws
relnting to the prevention of Ores, as
wall e to thelr extinguishimoent, has
discovared a statute which forblds
gets which endanger Lha health or
gaféty of any conslderable number of
persons, and he {8 golng to uttempl to
muke It applicable (0 eEmoking In fc
i tories = has therefore ordered 40
{000 uotlces—printed In ‘Saglish, Yig-
| diuh und Dalian—forbldding smoking
in fnctory bulldings  These will be
wiiverniadly dintributed and followed
by vigiinnt and constant inspection to
prevent the viclutive of i order,

Don't imagine for a
moment that o/ brands of
stove poligh are alike.

If your stoves become rumy and
dull woon after they ate po
shows that you are not vsing

Liquid and Paste— One Ouamy

Black Sillk makes a brilliant
wilky polish that does not rub off
or dust off, and the shine lasts four
timea ad long as ordinary stove
p-'lﬁlh

It is wed on mmple woves by
hardware dealers.  Sold by them
to thore who want good goodu

1
fects, such as when shooting stralght |
|
|

All we sk isa trial.  Use it on
your conk stove, yout parlor stove
or your gas rastige. I you don't
fitid it thie bert 2e0vve polisk you ever
used, your dealer is muthorized to
refund your money. Insist on
Black Silk Stove Polish. Don’t
socept subetitutes.  All dealers
can get Black Silk from their job-
bers,

"“A Shine In
Every Drop"

Kerp yunit grates, eeghiters, fenders abd sove

ple=y brighs and Tree trom mimicg by ssiag
BLACK SILK AIR-DRYING E L frugh

fres winh wach oan of suame] anly

Use BLACK SILE METAL POLISH toe

eliverware. ploael, phware of brass 12 works
quickly, easiiy, and Jeares a brililant susfacon
1 ko 3o opual for wee ot sntsmmobllea

Black Silk Stuve Polish Works
STERLING, ILLINOIS

Get a Can TODAY
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BIRDSEY-SOMERS CO,
233 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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PLANT BARTELDES

Garden The
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